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from youth to age was his love of books. When a
youth at Brienne he annoyed the college librarian
by his incessant requests for books. "When I was
a lieutenant of artillery," he told the royalties as-
sembled at Erfurt, "I cared little for society, but
luckily I lodged near a learned and obliging book'
seller and spent my time reading books."

Napoleon never set out on a campaign without
laying in a stock of books, and Barbier, his li-
brarian, tells us that these always included stand-
ard works in history and literature. Even at
Waterloo he had six great cases of books which
contained the Bible, Homer, Bossuet, his favorite
Ossian and all Voltaire.

At the crisis of his fate at Malmaison after
Waterloo, Queen Hortense visited him. "I don't
understand the Emperor," she said; "instead of
coming to some decision about his departure,
he's reading a novel."

Naturally enough he loved the people who had
followed him with passionate devotion and given
their blood to his service. On his tomb in Paris,
the words can still be read that he himself wrote
a century ago:

"]c veux que mes cendres re^osent aux bords
de la Seine au milieu de ce fieuple Francais que
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